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at the opening of the womb, and there it is de-
livered with a whisper. I know a lie that now
disturbs half the kingdom with its noise, [of]
which, although too proud and great at present
to own its parents, I can remember its whisper-
hood. To conclude the nativity of this monster;
when it comes into the world without a sting
it is still-born; and whenever it loses its sting
it dies.

No wonder if an infant so miraculous in its
birth should be destined for great adventures;
and accordingly we see it has been the guardian
spirit of a prevailing party for almost twenty
years. It can conquer kingdoms without fighting,
and sometimes with the loss of a battle. It gives
and resumes employments; can sink a mountain
to a mole-hill, and raise a mole-hill to a moun-
tain; has presided for many years at committees
of elections; can wash a blackmoor white; make
a saint of an atheist, and a patriot of a profli-
gate; can furnish foreign ministers with intelli-
gence, and raise or let fall the credit of the na-
tion. This goddess flies with a huge looking-glass
in her hands, to dazzle the crowd, and make
them see, according as she turns it, their ruin in
their interest, and their interest in their ruin. In
this glass you will behold your best friends, clad
in coats powdered with fleurs de Us and triple
crowns; their girdles hung round with chains,
and beads, and wooden shoes; and your worst